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GALACTICKLE DEPT. 
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That rotten, 
evil Galactic 
E m p i r e . . . 
killing and 
destroying 
everything 
in sight!! 

Wiping out planets 
and civilization, 

I can almost excuse! 
But when they start 

picking on poor 
defenseless movie 
in t roduct ions . . . 

/ 

Hey, clue 
me in . . . 
How do we 

tell the 
GOOD GUYS 

from the 
BAD GUYS 

around 
here, 

anyway?' 

x: > •-

Simple! 
The 

WHITES 
are 

BAD! 
The 

BLACKS 
are 

GOOD! 

\ 
Where'd they 

get that 
idea from, 
Ganoomo 

S a j o . . . the 
ruler of Mars? 

3 1 
No, Muhammad 

AM . . . the 
ruler of Earth! 

If us BAD 
guys are in 
WHITE, and 
the GOOD 
guys are in 
BLACK. . . 
what's our 

Leader doing 
dressed in 
Black . . . ? 

You may not 
believe this, 
but he hasn't 
changed his 
costume in 
20 years! It 
started OUT 

white, but 
with all his 

dirty w o r k . . . 

You are now 
in my power. 

Princess 
Laidup! 

Return the 
plans you 
stole, and 
I'll make 
i t worth 

your while! 

You can't 
bribe me, 

Zader! You 
forget, I'm 

fearless 
and honest 
and decent 
and incor
ruptible! 

Come on! 
Where are 
the plans? 

» » i n 

p o a n 
sos ' = » ; 

\ 
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Incredible! Our 
ship goes faster 

than the speed of 
light, and our 

guns fire almost 
as fast as the 
speed of light! 

Yeah . . 
so guess 
what just 

| happened! 
We shot 

ourselves 
down!! 

| What?! You mean 
to tell me that 
the In-Flight 

Movie is Bugs 
Bunny chasing 
the Roadrunner 

up a hill?!? 

What do 
you expect 
on a seven 

second 
flight . . . 

"The 
Godfather"? 

| How high I 
up into 
space 
would 

you say 
I this ship 

goes? 

Quiet! I'm 
| about to say 

a prayer 
before we 

go into 
battle . . 

OUR FATHER 
WHO ART BELOW 
US IN HEAVEN-

Boy, these 
space ships 
are noisy!! 

Maybe that's 
why they 
call this 

movie 

X$?»%S 

tgtH&LS [&sffls& 
ARTIST: HARRY NORTH. ESQ. WRITER: LARRY SIEGEL WITH DiCK DE BARTOLO 

We got away, 
Bar-Stool! So 
far, so good! 
The Princess 

depends on us! 
Our mission 

must not fai l! 

Beedeep! Boop.' Tweet! 

TRANSLATION: If we're 
both robots, Cree-Pio. 

how come we look—and 
talk—so different? 

Because I happen to 
be a magnificent, 
articulate golden 

Adonis, and you're a 
sawed-off, incoherent 
stupid sack of bolts! 

Beedeep! Boop! Goodness gracious, th is 
planet simply screams for 
some—Je ne sais quo/—in 

the way of decor! Still, 
in some ways, it 's a ver
itable Shangri-La! Take 

my hand, Bar-Stool . . . I'm 
a stranger in paradise . . . 

Beedeep! Tweet! 

TRANSLATION: 
As if I don't 
have enough 

problems, now 
I'm stuck with 
a fag robot! 

v... ! & * 



We need help! It's our Princess! 
She's in terrible trouble! I'm 

now going to press a button on 
my companion here, and an image 

will appear with a message that 
may mean life or death for the 
entire universe! Here goes . . 

Welcome to "Hollywood Squares"! 

Ah, here's the Princess now! 

Save me, Oldie Von Moldie . . . 
wherever you are! You are my 
only hope! Otherwise, millions 
of people will be wiped out in 
a holocaust, the likes of which 
civilization has never seen! 

J Is 
that 

\ her 
whole 

bit? 
Just 
that? 

{ \ v j y 

| No, actually she closes 
with a saxophone solo 

V that'l l blow your mind! 
- ^ But you get the idea! 
, J Lube, you must help us 
1 find Oldie Von Moldie! 

r n Hop in my space car! L J 

•*mkv4&M&M 

M 

Look! There's Oldie Von Moldie!! 
Many years ago, my Father and he 

were Military Pilots together! 
Now, he's 97 . . . he can hardly see 

. . . and his hands shake terribly! 

What does he do now? 

What else? He's 
a Commercial 
Airlines Pilot! 

3 Oldie, Princess 
Laidup is in 
the hands of 

that rat, Zader! 
We haven't a 

moment to lose! 

Eh? What* s that? 
You say you want 
to go up to my 

flat later and 
sing the blues?? 

He doesn't 
seem to 

HEAR too 
well, 

either! 

In his spare 
time, he 

moonlights 
as a 

Telephone 
Operator! 



I can't go 
home, Zfrx! 
My gargoyle 

doesn't under
stand me! 

Does the 
name 

| Quasimodo | 
ring a 
bell? 

Funny! This is 
what I usually 
see in a bar 

| AFTER I've had | 
a few drinks! 

1 What's so special 1 
about this place? 1 
It looks like any 1 

Singles Bar in any 1 
big city on Earth! 1 

I've had 
too much 
to drink! 

I'm seeing 
weird things! 

1 This bar 1 
1 is FULL 1 
1 of weird 1 
I things!! | 

BH ££ 

I'm talking about 
those human forms 
that just came in! 

Man, those are 
WEIRD THINGS!! 

J l ^ 

ifcSvv-t-. @ 
- 4 f E ^ : V 

: : IB^ill:il^B« 
Hi! I'm Ham Yoyo! 
I understand you 
guys are looking 
for a fast space 
ship to charter! 

How fast is that! 

More than twice 
as fast as 11,000 
REPTMS per hour! 

Wow! That 

No, no. Lube! 
You're looking 
at the target 

with your eyes! 
Try to "see i t " 

with your mind!! I 

Seeing with | 
your mind. 
Lube, also 

means keep
ing your 

I mouth shut!! 



Princess Laidup, you are a prisoner 
aboard the most advanced space ship 

in history! It has fire power strong 
enough to wipe out any planet! It has 
speed enough to wipe out any enemy! 
And it has a Symphony Orchestra loud 
enough to wipe out any audience! Now 
watch as we destroy that planet ahead! 

Excuse me, but I'm from 
the Electric Company . . . 
and before you wipe out 
any more planets, you'll 

have to pay your bil l ! 
You owe us $4 mill ion in 
back payments, and that"s 

just for YESTERDAY!! 



Your Highness, I'm Lube Skystalker! I'm majoring in 
"Incredible Space Heroics" at Buffooin Tech! As my 

Term Project, I decided to organize an army, find 
a convenient space ship, rescue you, and fly you 
six billion miles to safety on the planet, Draidel! 

Don't even 
mention 

it! God . . . 
who wants 

to be a 
Space 

Accountant! 

And what is „ 
your reason 
for doing it, 

Mr. Yoyo . . . ? 

Then I will see to ,_, 
it that you get 

plenty! I will give 
you $20 million! 

Wow! Just think of 
what I can buy with 

$20 million! 

Well, if you 
go to Earth, 
you can buy 
a pound of 
Coffee for 

$20 million! 
This is 1999, 
you k n o w . . . ! 

So, Zader! We meet again! 
Prepare your Light Ray 
Sword for a duel to the 
death! I shall tr iumph 

because I have The Force! 

Get ready to die, you 
black-hearted villain!! 

Good lord! My light 
ray has gone out!! 

How ironic! Betrayed by a lack 
of faith in The Force . . . 

. . . and a ridiculously short 
. . . gasp . . . extension cord! 





STRIFE IN THE FAST LANE DEPARTMENT 

m m m IN J CJILAXM m. m mi ARTIST: MONTE WOLVERTON WRITfR: DUCK EDW1MG 

We're no match for those 
Imperial fighters! I'm 

going to kick this 
baby into hyperspace! 

Hyperspace?! 
Is it safe? §\ \\1 Vj&s hi 

Ht 
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SERGIO ARAGONES DEPT. 

Mi UK IT 



"STJ t l 1 1 1 S 
ARTIST & WRITER: SERGIO ARAGONES 





TOYS 'H' BUST DEPT. 

When a filmmaker like George Lucas sets out to create a work that will bear his name, he has but one 
lofty goal, one higher plane he hopes to reach — making money! And lots of it! It's no surprise that a 
businessman like ol' George figured out that as good as his three Star Wars flicks were, the real 
dough is in the toys! So he licensed playsets and action figures that hop off the shelf 
faster than you can say "Mommy, I wanna Wookie." But for every 
successful Millennium Falcon or Death Star toy, there were the 
lesser-knowns, the also-rans, the unwanted 
merchandising items like these... 

you MAY 
HAV6 MlSSe? ARTIST: JAMES WARHOLA WRITER: DAVID SHAYNE 

STAR WARSt 
THE PINAL 

•Ii 

At first blush, it seemed like a good idea: combine the two most popular 
science fiction franchises in motion picture history — Star Wars and Star 

Trek — to create the ultimate toy spaceship, the Millennium Enterprise. But 
bringing these two unrelated universes together only confused and frustrated 

kids! Who commands the ship, they asked, Luke or Kirk? Is that load of blubber in Sick 
Bay Jabba the Hutt or Scotty? Is that Kirk's real hair, or is Chewbacca shedding again? Who knows? Who cares? Certainly 
not the toy-buying public, which avoided this plastic monstrosity like a lice-infested Ewok! 

13 



Saving 
the galaxy ain't 
exactly a spacewalk in the park — just 
ask Luke Skywalker! Between getting 
his hand cut off (by his own father no 
less) and finding out that the woman he 
loves is his sister, Luke has a couple of 
emotional skeletons in his closet that he 
needs to let out from time to time. So 
where does a frustrated Jedi Knight 
head to cut loose? To the Dizzy Droid, 
the Empire's only "alternative" water
ing hole. At this infergalacric drag bar, 
Luke can put away his drab pilot duds, 
throw on his best Versace floor-length 
Wookie fur coat, and have a drink with 
other "space" explorers! Based on a 
Star Wars scene left on the cutting room 
floor, this playset includes four bonus fig
ures: the Extraterrestrial Village People. 

14 

Meet Al Mertzer, Mechanic to the Empire. This poor action figure has the unen
viable task of doing al l the unpleasant-but-necessary dirty work that keeps a 

galaxy running! From scraping the corpses of Rebel pilots off the feet of an Imperial 
AT-AT Walker to cleaning up TIE Fighters whose pilots couldn't quite stomach the jump to Hyperspace, Al's done it 
all at his garage. Playset features a working turbo lift, lube station and landspeeder bay. Deluxe set also includes 
three action figures: A l , Hank-G48 and Fred-bat, Al's two drunken assistant mechanics, w i th real cursing action! 



CHEWBACCVS 

PUR HUT 

The au courant Wookie or Ewok in search of a hip, new image need look no further 
than this trendy salon in the heart of the Empire's fashion district. From Milan to 
Alderaan, Chewie's head stylist Tonytron (known to his friends as the Jedi Master 
of Haircuts) travels the galaxy to hire haircutters who know the latest in body-
hair braiding and mane styling. French Poodle cuts, David Schwimmer-styie 

Caesars or Tonytron's special, the Grand Coif Tarkin — they're all available at 
Chewbacca's Infergalactic Fur Hut! Combination lightsaber/hair clippers not included. 

Sure, in The Empire 
Strikes Back, Yoda lived 
in a dingy swamp, but 
when he isn't training 

Luke how to kick some 
stormtrooper ass, Yoda likes 

to chill somewhere a little more 
chic than a slimy, bug-infested mudhole. And that somewhere is 
Yoda's Swingin' Pad, the kind of laid-back bachelor apartment 
where a three-foot, 900-year-old muppet can entertain tne ladies 
in style. With Yoda's Swingin' Pad, kids will learn how to woo the 
babes — and they'll love playing with Yoda's marqarita mixer, 
mirrored bed ana an actual, working condom machine! As the 
Jedi Master himself says, "A special way I have with the ladies!" 

After sitting around all day eating mat greasy Tattooine food, where in the palace does Jabba go to ease his 30' 
colon? The "throne room," of course! Technicians from Industrial Light and Magic spent months digitizing the seven 
realistic bathroom noises this playset makes, such as the sound of Jabba after he's had a little too much bran. Set 
includes infergalactic toilet with real Hyperspace flusher! Stormtrooper Washroom Attendant and Janitor figures 
with gas masks sold separately. 

15 



TILL DARTH DO US PART DEPARTMENT 

A couple of years ago, they made a movie called "Star Wars." It was a smash hit, 
so they announced that they would make a sequel. Everybody thought it would be 
called "Star Wars I I " . . . but, lo and behold, they called it "Episode V"! Which 
means that "Star Wars" was actually "Star Wars IV," and "Star Wars V I" through 
"X" will be made after "V" but before "\'} through "III"! In any case, they'd 
better surpass this sequel, which doesn't compare to the original! In fact.. . 

Well, Princess 
Laidup, I'll 

be leaving now! 
The Bounty 
Hunters are 

after me! I've 
got a price 

tag on my head! 

Of course, 
Bar-Stool's 

chances 
of being 

CORRECT 
are only 
one in 

12,345,790! 
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I FOUND them! I FOUND Lube > 
and Ham! And they're both fine, 

despite that blistering storm! 

Because NOW he's 
suffering from 
DROWNING!!! 

TOO MUCH HYDRO-
BATH! STOP THE 

HYDRO-BATH! Re
move the RUBBER 

HYDRO-DUCK!! 

Ham, now that 
the emergency 

is over, why 
not get on 

your 90-ton 
broom and fly 
out of here?! 

Princess, 
sometimes 

I think 
you forgot 
how to be 
a woman! 

Oh? What makes 
you say that? 

W e l l . . . for 
openers, you 

have your BRA 
i backwards! 

C'mon, Princess! 
Stop pretending 
you dislike me! 
Last night, you 

showed your TRUE 
feelings for me! 

As I recal 
last night, 

I kicked you 
in the rear 
thruster!! 

Yeah, but 
not all 

that hard! 
If that 

isn't love, 
what is?! 

I'LL show you 
how much I love 
you, Ham Yoyo!! 

That broad's got 
great lips, but 

lousy eyesight!! ] 



Excuse me, Your Royal Highhandedness, but we've received a very 
fragmentary report from one of our Probe Draidles in the Zoth 
System! It's such a slim lead that I hesitate to mention i t . . . 

3 I —, , 3 I 
That's it! That's 
EXACTLY where 
Lube Skywalker, 
the Princess and 
the rebels ARE! 

But out of ten million 
places to hide in the 

universe, why THERE? 

Good Lord, your 
Imperial Logic 

is overwhelming! 
We shall attack 
Zoth at once! 

Princess 
Laidup, 
six Star 

Destroyers 
are on 

their way 
h e r e . . . 

I 
We'll open 
the Energy 
Shield for 
a moment 
to let the 
Fighters 
o u t . . . ! 

Fighters 
against 
Imperial 

Star 
Destroy
ers 

Don't worry! 
I'll make sure 

you're covered 
by our Ion 

Cannon . • • and 
by our Major 

Medical Policy! 





L i -Ji 
You've learned well, Lube! 
I have taught you how to 

lift objects like rocks 
and plants and heavy cases! 
You may be a Jet-Eye, yet! 

Can you teach 
me how to 
lift wallets 

and watches? 

Then 
again, 
maybe 
all is 
lost! 

Wait a minute! 
I'm seeing a 
vision of my 
friends! They 
are being be

trayed! I must 
GO to them! 

Ah! You have 
been given 
the gift of 

clairvoyance! 
What are you 

;now? 

I'm seeing an Operator, from 
Galactic Bell, asking for $40 
for the next three minutes! 

I wondered how long it would 
take the Telephone Company to 

find a way to charge for ESP! 

rmjq 
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That's the planet Bedpan! They 
KNOW me, so we can hide there! 

W-Why are they 
shooting at us? 

Like I said. , 
they KNOW me! 

I am Landough, 
The Handsome! 
And you—you 

are truly 
beautiful!! 

Well, thank 
you! That's 
always nice 
to hear. . . ! 

I was 
TALK

ING 
to the 

BROAD! 

Are you having problems pj 
with your Draldle . . . ? 

E r . . . no! He just woke 
up, and he's having 
trouble pulling him

self together! However, 
when he TALKS, it al 

comes out gobbledygook! 

Someone must have 
fitted it with a 
voice box for a 
Politician! They 
are EASY to fix! 

22 



Get 
angry at 

me, Lube! 
When 
your 
anger 
starts, 
your 
power 
ceases! 

1 Get ANGRY at you? 
Whatever for? 1 

1 don't GET angry! 
1 Besides, 1 put on 
1 one of those extra 
1 dry deodorants this 
1 morning! I'm calm 
1 and cool and 1 have 

no underarm 
wetness! 

Okay, Lube! 
You asked for 
it! Now let's 
see you get 
angry! I've 
cut off one 

of your hands! 
What do you 

I 
APPLAUD 

you! 
Only 

it's not 
going to 
be TOO 

I have i That's it! You're get-
more good I ing angry! I AM your 

news! I I Father! What are you 
am your | going to do about it!? 
Father!! 

'm NOT going to send 
you a Father's Day 
card, if that's what 

In that case, I push you 
off this p l ane t . . . and 
into the void of space!! 

You're certainly 
MEAN enough to | 
be my old man!! 

We escaped from 
Bedpan, but we've 

got to go back! 
Lube just sent 

me a"THOUGHT 
MESSAGE"! He's 

in big trouble!! 

Turn this ship 
around . . . and 
give me $47.00 
for the Thought 
Operator! Lube 

was thinking 
"Collect"! 

Now that 
we've 
picked 

up Lube, 
how's he 
doing? 

His LEG?! 
I thought 
Zader cut 

off his 
HAND!! 

Zader DID cut 
off his hand! 
I broke off his 
leg when I pul
led him aboard 

the Falcon! 

Well, Lube, we've given 
you a new arm and a new 

leg! You've got nothing 
to complain about now! 

Hmmmmmm! 
I'm not so 
sure about 

that! 

There goes Landough and 
Chewbacco in the Falcon! 

I thought we should try 
to find HamYoyo, and I 
ordered them to set a 

course of N-30°-W-17°! 

I KNOW! I said 
we should try to 
find Ham Yoyo! 
I DIDN'T SAY 

we were in any 
particular hurry! 

, v AND SO ENDS EPISODE V OF "STAR BORES"} 

'•'"'• ' * "' ?' • • • • • * ;..;'•. 

. WHEN LANDOUGH AND CHEWBACCO FIND THE 
FROZEN HAM YOYO, WILL HE CONTINUE TO 

. GIVE PRINCESS-LAIDUP THE COLD SHOULDER? 
• • • • • • ;..-. -V 

• WILL CREEPIO KEEP BABBLING ON ENDLESSLY, 
AND FINALLY BE ELECTED TO PUBLIC OFFICE? 

• • • • • • *"';•*.".• 

WILL DART ZADER STOP BEING "MR. NICE GUY,'' 
AND REALLY TRY TO DESTROY LUBE SKYSTALKER? 

* • * * * • . . . • 

• , WILL ANY OF US REALLY CARE WHAT HAPPENS, : 

AFTER ANOTHER TWO-YEAR INTERMISSION...??' 



MAY THE FORCE BEAT WITH YOU DEPT. 

Hola, los readers! I'm Senor George Lucas, 
creator of the legendary Star Wars movies! 
This year is the trilogy's 20th anniversary, and 
I'm cashing in el big-time-o by introducing Luke 
and the gang to a whole new generation of los 
gullible fans! And what better way to do it than 
to ride on the jalapeno-hot coattails of the 
most popular dance since The Lambada (the 
forbidden dance of love)! So, grab hold of your 
lightsaber and feel the Force, as we sing the... 

Obi-Wan Kenobi, he get by 
on Jedi pension! 

He now suffer from arthritis -
constipation not to mention! \ 

Try to use El Force-o, brain 
all dried up like adobe! 

HEY, BEN KENOBI! 

Flyboy is Han Solo, hot to 
jump on Princess Leia! 

But Leia, she play hardball, 
never give him time of day-a! 

Han no give a damn - soon 
Indy Jones his primo role-o! 

HEY, FLYBOY SOLO! 

Dark Side turn Darth Vader 
into deep-space Dr. Death-o! 

He turn off Rebels plenty 
with his wheezy morning breath-o! 

Whole planets he wipe out -
no one to stop him like Ralph Nader! 

HEY, EL LORD VADER! 

Wookie El Chewbacca show off 
shaggy Bigfoot torso! 

He member of El Hair Club — 
La Rogaine he now endorso! 

Han Solo, he comprende 
— Wookie lingo mucho screwy. 

HEY, SENOR CHEWY! 

Bimbo Princess Leia she play 
hard to get, by golly! 

When she strip down to her skivvies, 
she one very hot tamale! 

Mucho kicks she gets when men 
they bow down, and obey-a! 

HEY, PRINCESS LEIA! 

« ; 
I T H I N K 

WE'RE DOlNf t 
THE LAMBAPA. 

^SA 
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I Jedi maestro Yoda he 
no bigger than a taco! 

| Come across like drop-out Muppet -
ears he steal from Mr. Spock-o!f 

| Lives on distant planet -
no one sure of his Zip Code-a! 

HEY, MAESTRO YODA! 

Luke-o all shook up when 
learn Darth Vader is his padre! 

Find out Leia she his sister -
hope that Jabba not his madre! | 

Mucho stupefied like gringo 
bombed out on Sambucco! 

HEY, SENOR LUKE-O! 

Jabba fat like Limbaugh -
grande glutton roly-poly! 

He pig out on compadres -
make them instant guacamole! 

Soon el groundo shake-o 
with a belcho furioso! 

HEY, JABBA GROSSO! 

Robot Artoo-Deetoo he 
computer mucho grande! 

So smart that even 
Windows 95 he understande! 

Glad to show you cyber-porn 
once price you both agree to! 

HEY, ARTOO-DEETO! 

Gabby droid See-Threepio 
he big pain in el but-to! 

All the time he fuss and worry -
his big mouth he never shut-o! 

Other droids they think 
a closet gay he just might be-ol 

HEY, SEE-THREEPIOI P 
ft 
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Ti 
Viva Star Wars movies and 

el megabucks they gross-o! 
Viva merchandising! 

Viva profits tremendoso! 
Viva dolls and comic books 

and T-shirts we supplying! 
HEY, KEEP ON BUYING! 

ARTIST: MORT DRUCKER WRITER: FRANK JACOBS 



TRYING TO RECAPTURE THAT OLD 
INDUSTRIAL LIGHT AND MAGIC DEPT. 

Next spring, George Lucas is releasing , 
. a version of his Star Wars trilogy that 

boasts computer-enhanced graphics/ 
digitally re-mastered sound and never-
before-seen clips from all three 
movies1. In other words, he's going t o 
make the lightsabers orange instead 
of red, turn up the bass on the 
soundtrack and add three minutes of 
scenes that should have stayed on 
the cutting room floor] Too bad, 
because Lucas had a golden 
opportunity to make t h e Star Ware 
trilogy much more au courant! In
s t e a d of si t t ing a t his ranch counting 
up the profits f r o m action f i g u r e • 
sales, maybe our buddy Georqe c o u l d 

Helpme.Obi-Wan-vou 
™yj>nlynopen-msoTotre 

JKpSSSR nd 
erl 

Have Luke Skywalker 
use R2-D2 to 

mm 
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o mething a l itt le in 
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ARTIST: ANGELO TORRES 
WRITER: LARRV SUTTER 

Bring ° u t 

The Gimp1-

L-X 
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st of Friends! 
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MAY THE FARCE BE WITH YOU DEPARTMENT nil 

Yoyo! And 1 
this is 

my good 
friend. 

Chewbacco: 1 

Arg! Arg! 
Arrrgghh! 1 

8ut 
it does 

1 make me 1 
1 jealous 
1 that he 
1 gets the 1 
1 best lines 1 

in the 
1 movie!! 

Hello! I am 
Dart Zader! 
My big kick 
in life is to 

threaten and 
scare people! 
I got my train

ing working 
for the I.R.S.! 

I'm Landough! I'm 
proud to be in a 
movie that gives 

work to minorities! 
No. I'm not talk
ing about Blacks! 
I'm talking about 
Ewoks. Chirpas, 

Jubbas and Freens! 

I'm Cree-pio! 1 
think I've had 

it after this 
movie... unless 1 
they want me as 1 
The Tin Man in 1 

a remake of , 
"The Wizard S 

of Oz"l J 

1 I'm Lube 1 
I Skystalker! 1 

In this 
movie, 
1 find 

out who I-
i\ m y 
1 Father 1 
Ej i s . . . ! s| 

1 And after 1 
1 this movie. 1 
11 sure hope 1 
1 your REAL 1 
1 Father has 1 
| a good 
1 business C 
' you can 
1 go into!! b 
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RE-HASH OF THE 

How nice to 
see you, Your 

Royal Hardhat! 
You're looking 
just wonderful! 
Have you been 

vacationing 
out in the sun? 

<^S 

Knock off the 
small talk! 

Work on this 
new Battle 

Star has not 
been going 
fast enough! 

•-"?rmwt 

Well. then.. . just 
double your efforts! 

You mean, work 
28 hours a day?! II 

Listen, I'm a sadist, 
not a mathematician! 

r-c>i 

This 
door

knocker 
makes a 
strange 
sound! 
It goes 

"Ouch!" 

« 

W-

That's cause 
I'm not a door

knocker, Bronze 
Brain! You're 
rapping me in 
the eye!! What 
do you want?? 

We've come to 
see Chubby The 
Fatt! We have a 
holograph mes
sage for him! 

T_T 

Well, he's 
busy eating!! 

Oh! Er... 
when will 

he be 
finished 
eating?!? 

Around 
JUNE! 

POOCH**" 6 ** 5 

•cMoeev^f1"" 
ACE ACCEPTW7 AT 
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ANPATOWERWeb 
g y APFOIMDMEMT. 

AHI IS I MOIIT DRUCKER WRITER DICK DE BARTOIO 

Greetings, Your 
Royal Fatness! 
I was going to 

send you a 
Telegram, but 
instead... so 

you can see me 
. . . I 'm sending 
this Hologram' 

Well... 
now that 
I've seen 

you, I 
would ve 
preferred 
a Candy-

gram! 

I've come here to bargain for 
Ham Solo's life! But I didn't 

come here empty-handed! I have 
a SURPRISE GIFT for you! The 
TWO DROIDS that brought this 
message are the gift! The fact 
that they DON'T KNOW they're 

the gift is the surprise! 

I won't give him 
up! I like look

ing at him there 
.frozen, un

feeling, life
less., exactly 

the way he was 
BEFORE they 

carbonized himi 

I'm here to free you. Ham Yoho! But I've 
got to admit... you're some remarkable 

man! Answer me one question! How... if 
you've been frozen for two and a half 

years... were you able to make "Raiders 
Of The Lost Ark" and "Bladerunner"... ? 

Oh, wow! Morning breath is bad enough!! 
But after 900 MORNINGS... yecccch!! 



Gee! And 
I thought 

all fat 
people were 
supposed to 

be jolly!! 

Fighting this ugly monster is BAD 
ENOUGH!! But what makes it even 

worse is: He's not HOUSEBROKEN!! 

For ki l l ing our Headquarters' mascot, you 
will ail die! All except for the broad... 

who will wear a leash and be my "Playmate 
of the Mon th " ! The rest of you will be 

taken to the Dune Sea, where you will be 
thrown into the Pit of the Gee-Spot, the 
rest ing place of Karnac! There you will 

stay in his stomach for one hundred years! 

Wow! 
Just 
like 

when 
you 
eat 
a 

bagel! 



I can't 
goon! ! 

Yodel 
will be 

I with you 
always!! 

or Oldie Van Moldie! You didn't tell 
me the TRUTH about my Father...! 

^ Yodel spoke of ^ My SISTER?! 

Okay!! So the Boogeyman DIDN'T 
| take him away!! Remember, Lube, the 

last t ime you asked me about your U 
Father, you were five years old!! 

ANOTHER who is 
with the Force! 

The other he 
spoke of is 

your Sister!! 

You mean, 
LAIDUP?!? 

Your inner 
• self serves 

you well! 

My inner self 
. . .and also 

the fact that 
she's the only 

girl in all 
these "Star 

Bores" movies! 

This is the perfect time 
to attack the Death Star! 

The weapon system is non-
operational, the Emperor 
himself is aboard, and we 
haven't wrecked anything 
in almost seven minutes! 

mr 



Now, what we'll use 
is the same top sec

ret "Attack Plan" we 
used in the other 

"Star Bores" movies! 
Okay, audience... 
all together now!! 

THE CRUISERS WILL 
CREATE A DIVERSION, 
WHILE THE FIGHTERS 

FLY DIRECTLY INTO 
THE POWER CENTER 
AND KNOCK OUT THE 

MAIN REACTOR!! 

We've stolen this small 
imperial shuttle, and 
disguised it as a Taxi 

Cab! When they see our 
Off Duty sign, they'l l 

let us land and we can 
deactivate the Death 
Star shield generator! 

PS"Cfc...|*s 

9WC£..^ 
vy \ 
Sf f 
• " '~*¥ 

V? m. 
H WHERfc 
H M i Voo 
i^j BCUCS* 

E What 

I 's 
• your 
I cargo 
K and 
W your 

K mission? „ 

Our cargo is empty 
buckets! Our mis
sion is to collect 

sap from the forest 
moon trees for the 
new Inter-Galactic 1 

House of Pancakes! | 

» You are 
t cleared! 
| On your 

way back 
bring us 
a stack 

, of Buck-
r wnea tS ! 

iD! 

>& 
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mmmpmmi 
musing B They'll 
my Jeti 

j powers to 
float 

Creepio 
over the 

> crowd.. . ! 

b k i 

Of course, if I 
REALLY knew how 
to use my powers 

fully, we would 
never have been 

in this jam in 
the first place! 

I'm glad you're safe, Laidup! 
I've got news for you! I just 
discovered that Dart Zader is 

my Father, and you're my twin 
Sister, and Creepio is my twin 
Brother, and Chewbacco is my 

Dog, and Barstool is my old 
Hoover Vacuum Cleaner, and— 

Now I must go and confront 
Dart Zader! He may seem all 

bad, but I f irmly believe 
that in every bad, there's 
some good! And in every 
darkness, there's some 
light! And in every evil 

act, there's some regret— 

...and 
in every 

long 
speech, 
there's 
some 

boredom! 
So GO!! 

jS 

Hi, Dad!! Yes, I KNOW you're my 
Father! I've come to bring you 
back to the good side! I refuse 

to abandon you to the dark side 
—because I love you! And if it 
means losing my life, so be it! 

That's some t a l k -
coming from a Son 
who never phoned 
or dropped me a 
line in over ten 

light years!! 

Welcome, Lube 
Skystalker! 
I've been 
expecting 

you! In time 
you will call 

me "Master"! 

\ f 

I'll probably 
call you a 

lot of things. 
but "Master" 
won't be one 

of them!! 

'c>.v.. 
' ••••••• ' • • q & ' : : 

'>^&-*v '7 

If you think your friends will 
save you, you are mistaken! The 
battle is under way, and they're 

being soundly defeated! Look out 
that port and see for yourself! 
And if you want a closer view, 
put a quarter in the telescope! 

:. • &N^m 

...Or perhaps you'd 
like me to dust the 
furn i ture. . . or wax 

the f loors.. . or 
brush your robe... 

Come, Lube. . . f ight 
for your l i fe . . . ! ! 
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Hah! The Emperor thinks that this 
little band of rebels attempting to 
destroy his Death Star is nothing 

more than a "Mickey Mouse Operation' 
Well, he's WRONG, isn't he. gang?! 



CLIP SERVICE DEPT. 





Lord Vader... Luke Sky walker 
has ]ust given himself up!! 

Send him 
to me. . . 

I know you're my Father... and 
wanted to show you something! 



*'~«&*t. MISSING DIALOCU 
m • 

>• V THE PHANTOM MENACE 

T o n e more P* ' 5 0 " 
tells me I look like Barbia 
fr/ggin Stre.sand im 

Wow. 
Donald Trump 

has pulled out all the stops 

this time 
Check out 

the buffet! 

- -; 

No, I said a SMALI 
Coke and a LAnt-c ! 1 

^B*s:y 
Pain m the ass! 

Four thousand 
,upPeteers in the union 

Pand%otta get one with 
cold hands! 

VIDEO CAPTURE: DAVID R LEVIN 
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Jrn telling you 

'eft is that Ally 
McBeal chick! 

here for park n< 
15 lousy minutes and 

some creep steals 
my tires'. 

' 9<>tta 
stan 

r.
U5ln9a 

*«"»*loeto 

That's not The 
Force you're feeling, 
thats the wind! Your 

fly is open-



« «;0 f ° r 
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Choke up. 
Eyes steady-

Wait for a 
good pitch. 

X / » 

Next time, I'm 
flying First Class 

Yipes! What 
l n u9>y bitch! 

« 

- ^ 



SPACE OPERA DEPT. 

Once, not too long ago in our galaxy, we 
were invaded by a movie called "Star Wars" 
. . . and it was so spectacularly successful 
that it led to further exploits of "Star 
Wars" such as posters and dolls and toys 
and jewelry and coloring books. We feel 
that it's only a matter of time before we 
are assaulted by the ultimate "Star Wars" 
spin-off. . . namely, a musical based on the 
movie. With this in mind, let's look into 
the future, as the Editors of MAD present TI1EMA 

'What good is watching 
some dull, local war. 

Night-ly on vour TV! 
Come to the Gal-ax-y. 

my friends! 
Come to the Gal-ax-y! 

We've got a Death Star 
and ray-guns galore— 

Kil-ling's improved, you sec! 
Come to the Gal-ax-v, 

my friends! 
Come to the Gal-ax-y! 

, _ : Come see the 'droids! 
i jM Come feel the Force! 
jtfw Lome have a blast! 

1 Watch . . . a . . . cru-sad-er 
I Risk his life 

ijHc against Darth Vader! 

• You'll meet a Wookiee 1 
who lets out a roar | 

Each time we sing off-key! 1 
Come to the Gal-ax-y, i 

my friends! j 
Come to the Gal-ax-y! j 

^ 
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*Sunir to the tune of "Cabaret" 1*$. 2S 



D"STAR WARS" MUSICAL 
ARTIST: MORT DRUCKER WRITER: FRANK JACOBS 

I'll say one thing 
for Darth Vader! 
He's GREAT at 

destroying planets! 



Here's d hum-dinger from 
Alpha Centaurus! 

Give him a kick and he'll 
sing the next chorus! 

Name's R-K-4, but he 
answers to "Floyd"— 

That's what we've got in a 
second-hand 'droid! 

When your life i> 
Full of trou-ble. 

And vou hate vour 
Wife-

Just flick on the switch 
Of a second hand 'droid 
And you'll have a friend 

For life! 

Sung to the tune of "My Favorite Things' 

This one's a bargain from "- Here's a cute number who's ^ 
southern Polar i s -

Takes out the garbage and 
cleans off vour terrace! 

If you're neurotic, he'll 
read up on Freud! 

That's what we've got in a 
second-hand 'droid! 

called Artoo-Detoo— 
Tagged at a price that 

you're sure to agree to! 
Give him a home and he'll 

When your workers 
Join a u-nion— 

And thev raise their 
F e e - " 

Just flick on the switch 
Of your second-hand 'droid 
And you'll get v our work 

Done free! 

I'm Ben Kenobi! 
I drove off the 

Sand People when 
they attacked you, 

then bandaged your 
wounds! I'm an old 

warrior who's 
rather c l e v e r . . . ! 

But I was hit in 
the head . . . and 
you bandaged 
my FOOT . . . » 

Mercy me! You must 
be the Ben Kenobi 
that Artoo-Detoo 
has a message for! 

' I 
Start beeping, Artoo, 

and I'll translate! 

n_r I__-
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You—you blew 
up Alderaan 

and killed 500 
million 

people! Why?!? 

Partly for urban renewal. . . partly 
to provide the audience with some 
dazzling effects . . . but mainly to 

introduce my big number, which will 
describe my daily routine as the 

•Each day . . . 
I must prepare 
to look my best 
For each attack here! 
1 love . . . 
The cape I wear — 
I'm always dressed 
In basic black he 

i_r I then . . . 
Put on my mask— 
I have it shined 
Each week on Friday! 
And this . . . 
Should tell vou how 

starting 
v day! 

At noon . . . 
I have a meal 
Of molten lead 
On shredded granite! 
And if. . . 
Depressed I feel. 
I wipe out dead 
A passing planet! 

a 11 
Each world . . 
That's blown to bits 
Can turn a low 
Into a high day! 
And this . . 
Should tell you how 
I'm spending 
My dav! 

.;-

Sung to the tune of "My Way"h&\ 



Then later on . . . 
'Bout half-past three, 
I ter-ror-ize 
A gal-ax-y! 
1 blast their ships! 
They pay the p r i c e -

To me 
they bow! 

And that 
is how— 

I'm 
spending 

At four . . . 
I burn alive 
A rebel crew 
That I am seizing! 
And then . . . 
Just after five, 
When work is thro 
I practice wheez 

I've had . . . 
A nif-ty t i m e -
Real peachy-keen — 
An apple-pie day! 
And that . . . 

But should someone sa\ 
My breath is b a d -
Well, golly gee. 
That makes me mad! 
He'll find his fate 

Should tell you how Is rather grim 
I'm spending i When 1 bend down 
My dav! And breathe on him! 

^ And as 
he dies— 

With 
awful 

cries— 
I'M 
ENDING 
MY DAY! 

« -*w 

Sung to the tune of 
"The Windmills of Your Mind' 

And a part of vou is floating 
While the rest of vou stays here. 

And you have the strong suspicion 
It's not helping vour career — 

Which is what 
You seem to find 

When the Force 
Controls vour mind! 

Words that boggle all your senses. 
Lines that leave you in a fog. 

While you try to get the meaning 
Of this nothing dialogue. 

And it's feeling kind of useless 
From this song that you can't sing. 

Like a vovo that you're spinning 
With vour head caught in the strir 

And you look into a mirror 
And decide that you are strange,' 

So vou babble on forever 
Knowing you will never change— 

Which is what 
You seem to find 

When the Force 
Controls vour mind! 

Years ago, my great portrayals 
Were acclaimed throughout the globe; 

Now I'm up here suffocating 
In this worn-out, smelly robe: 

Still 1 guess I should be thankful 
That I've managed to survive. 

Though I should have stayed retired 
'Cause I'm over 65; 



Now I'm on this leaky space-ship 
Where for me there's no escape, | 

With a greedy, gung-ho pilot 
And a screaming 10-foot ape. 

Plus an adolescent kid who's 
Never seen the Milky Way. 

With a robot who keeps beeping 
And a 'droid I think is gay. 

And I know I'll meet Darth v'ade 
And soon after that I'll die, 

And I'm thinking on the whole 
That I prefer the River Kwai — 

And I wish 1 could unwind. 
But I find I'm in a bind 

'Cause the Force 
Controls my mind! 

We rescued the 
Princess, and now | 
we're trapped in 
this garbage pit! 

3 Don't worry! 
I'm phoning 
See-Threepio 
for he lp . , 

tf£3 

This is See-Threepio! I'm 
not at home right now, but 
if you leave your name and 
number at the sound of the 

beep, I'll get back to you 
just as soon as 

Boy, I hate phone— I 
answering machines!! I 

If 

j ^ 

pra 

Stay . . . Han 
Solo! Help us 
destroy the 
Death Star! 

Princess, I 
don't like 
the odds! 

You see . . . 

„ "I make my luck in the Galaxy! 
Earn a fast buck in the Galaxy! 
I don't get stuck in the Galaxy! 
Why be a schmuck in the Galaxy? 

I make good bread 
in the Galaxy! 

I'm not misled 
in the Gal 

/ I \ H \ \ oim%&i 

"Sung to the tune of "ILike It Here In America" 

I Stay here and fig 



"We're . . . off to kill the bad guys — 
And blow them right out of the sky! 

If we should miss 
Then you can all kiss 

Our buddies back there good-bye! 

•We've grown accustomed 
to the Force 

That pulls in people 
to this show! 

We've grown accustomed 
to the g r o s s -

No other show comes close! 

We're big! We're hot! 
A smash . . . 

we've got— 
With tons of 

money pouring in 
From fans who 

Although we could have 
killed Darth Vader. 

It was not the 
thing to do! 

We'll need him in the 

^ We've grown 
accustomed 

to the clout— 
The way we 

all made out— 
Ac-customed 

to the 
Force!! 

48 *Sunff to the tune of "I've Grown Accustomed lb Her Face" 



WHERE ARE 
SOME VERY 
SUCCESSFUL 

ACTORS 
OMING FROM 

LATELY? 

HERE WE GO WITH ANOTHER RIDICULOUS 

MAD FOLD-IN 
Actors come from a variety of places, such as 
neighborhood theaters, summer stock, local 
TV, repertory companies, etc. But lately, actors 
are coming from a really unique place. To find 
out what that place is, fold in page as shown. 
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A R F ; S T & W R I T E R : 
AL J A F F E E 

THESPIANS TODAY ARE PLAYING EVERYTHING...FROM 
MACBETH TO LITTLE ORPHAN ANNIE. WHEN SPOTLIGHTS SHINE 

SHOW FOLKS WORK TIRELESSLY UNTIL THEY REACH THE TOP 
A^ <B 
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